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WEBSTER’S REVISED 
UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY 


Published by the 
G. & C. MERRIAM COMPANY 


Publishers of the Genuine Webster 
Dictionaries 
Semi-Flexible Full Leather 
High Grade Bible Paper. 2120 Pages. 
Over 5,000 Illustrations 


Colored Plates. Superb Half-Tone 
Pictures. 


Thousands of New Words and Phrases 
Dictionary of Noted Names and Places in 


Fiction 

Pronouncing Gazetteer of over 25,000 
Places ° 

Pronouncing Vocabulary of Greek and 


Latin Proper Names. 
Dictionary of Classical and Foreign Quota- 
tions, Words and Phrases. 


Population Figures of The Latest Cen- 


suses. 
Patent Thumb Index, Marble Edge. 
Size tr'@x 


9 x 2'4 inches 
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EVERY SCIENCE, ART, MOVEMENT, THEORY, ACHIEVEMENT 


The celestial bodies—planets, stars and constellations; animals, birds, fish, insects, trees, fruits and flowers, 

Indian, Grecian, Roman and N l 
these are only a few of the many hundred kinds of information that might be enumer- 
and other branches of physics 
law and the practical arts,—that are found in this marvelous storehouse of kn« 
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The 3Cs Reference 
Library—bound in 
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Full Leather, just 
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book paper. 
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Compact 


abridged Dictionary. 


word looked for is between its two covers; that is light in weight; that 


is a pleasure to use. 
printed on high 
grade Bible paper. 


because the 


ENCYCLOPEDIA 


The 3G Reference Library 


PUTS THE WHOLE SUM OF ALL 
KNOWLEDGE WITHIN YOUR REACH 


C h ° It contains about every- 
ompre ensive thing that Nature has 
created, the human mind has conceived, and man’s 
ingenuity has devised. It spells, pronounces and 
defines the newest as well as the oldest words in 
the English language. Instant accessibility of 
contents is the Keynote of the arrangement of the 
whole library. 


The foundation for every wisely selected Library ® 
for General Reference is an up-to-date Un- = 
‘Lhe ideal Unabridged Dictionary is a dictionary 
hat can_ be consulted with the assurance that the 
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Convenient 


The 3Cs Reference 
Library is a model of 
convenience as regards 
the arrangement of its 
subject matter. 
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Entire Library— 
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Every Home and Office Needs It 


There is no real progress without self-education. but self-education is 
impossible without an Unabridged Dictionary, like Webster's Revised, to 
answer all your questions about words you don't understand, telling you 
how to use and pronounce them. : 

Without an up-to-date Encyclopedia, like the new National, howcan you & 
read with perfect understanding even the daily newspaper, tosay nothing of = 
the great works in literature? 


UP GOES THE PRICE 


The cost of everything that enters into the manufacture of books is soar- 
ing. The few sets left of this edition will last only a few days. No more 
3Cs at this remarkable bargain price when these are gone. Be on the safe 
and order Today. 
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The Fool Stunts of Science! 

CIENCE is up to more of her fool 

stunts. The news columns tell us of 
a girl with five distinct personalities who 
has been cured 
by psychic treat- 
ment. 

Psychic ‘noth- 
ing! Cured? 
Denatured, ra- 
ther! Since the 
days of our com- 
mon ancestress 
—her whom 
Vice-President Marshall calls “that 
charming little soubrette, Eve” — what 
girl with only five personalities ever 
needed or wanted to be cured? 

Varium et mutabile—so let her be, God 
bless her!—and let Science, sour old 
maid, leave her alone and mind her own 
business. 

We have with no slight fortitude faced 
the fact that our interior is an Armaged- 
don of ants, a Marathon of microbes 





T O R | 


lived to an impressive age in spite of— 
or was it because of?—an equally impres- 
sive ignorance of the effects of bugs ap- 
plied internally, save possibly bug juice. 

‘My granpop,” said the North Woods’ 
guide, “lived to be a centipede, an’ he 
never heered tell of no insecks in his 
insides.” 

Whereas we, their science-stricken 
scions, know that whatever our stomachs 
crave will raise hob with our stomachs. 
We dope our digestion, and die of dys- 
pepsia—and lo, he whom we hated worst 
takes our widow for a spin in our favorite 
speed demon. And after the gentlemen in 
white gloves have done their part, there 
is an epitaph in the family burying plot 
which says: 

“Here lie the bones of Lemuel Luggs, 
Who died of microbes—likewise bugs; 
His eating-gear went all kerflummix, 
’Cause Science told us we’ve got stomachs.” 

We warn Science that there is such a 
thing as going too far. Man may pay to 








in which the bad bugs beat the ben- 
eficent buglets toit. Having dined not 
wisely but too well, how often have we 
mourned that our symptoms are sad. 
Yet rejoiced that they are scientific! 

When a man’s stomach tastes like 
a Nux Vomica cocktail with Aqua 
Fortis as a chaser if it doesn’t make 
him happy to realize that he personi- 
fies the Truth of Science, we don’t 
know what will. 

Our grandsires defied Science sim- 
ply because they had never made her 
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woman the subtle compliment of marry- 
ing five of her because each of the four 
earlier ventures were so charming that 
he simply must see what the fifth would 
be like. 

Obviously, however, the compliment 
lies in masculine free will—in so far, that 
is, as the male may be said to exercise 
free will in matters of this venture. It is 
against public policy if not against public 
morals to compel a man to marry five 
times in order to live with five wives, 
when he does it now by marrying only 
one. 

Sixes and Sevens 
NSETTLED questions have no re- 
gard for the repose of nations. 
Wu Ting Fang—the queue with the ques- 
tion mark—is coming over to ask us 
some more. 
# 

Worms, the men of science tell us, 
have nerves. Thousands of worms must 
perish miserably of nervous prostration 

superinduced by the size of the fish 

that got away. 


When wooden shoes come, if they ever 
do, we can make the children happy by 
letting them play on a tin roof.—Toledo 
Blade. 

After you went and borrowed the 
children who'd lend you the tin roof? 
+ 
Never attempt to cross a street with 
a bundle or umbrella over your head or 
reading a newspaper. —; Police Commis- 

stoner Woods of New York. 
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acquaintance. Science was there, and 
our grandsires were there—else were 
we not here—but the social conveni- 
ences were crude and nobody thought 
tointroduce them. So our grandsires 
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Mr. Stone—I've been in this business twenty years, 
young man, and it’s taken me just that Jong to realize 
that I don’t know the first thing about it. 

Mr. Harder—That's funny! I knew it the minute 


I saw you! 
ee aloes ; 
BoeDER? 
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An umbrella reading a newspaper 
is a sight when it crosses a street. 


# 
A peace dove perplexer: 
a coup not a coo? 


When is 
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SOCIAL 


ITEM 


Mr. Hellwith Hindmost, the well-known millionaire munitions maker, gave a delightfully unique dinner Thursday. Many amusing 
novelties were introduced. His guests, among whom were representatives of a number of European governments and some of our 
wealthiest war contractors, expressed themselves as highly delighted. ‘ 


THE NOTION COUNTER 
O CLASSES in this country? Then why is “Taxi?” 
yelled at some of us and not at others? 
“Thank you” to me is like water to an Irishman—a pretty 
weak thing between friends. 

I have the greatest admiration for 
a woman that I do not know. 

I saw a man the other day so 
nervous that he couldn’t hold his 
hand steady enough to shake dice. 

Autumn is the time of year when 
everybody wants a place in the sun. 

Had to fire a stenographer the 
, ‘ Y other day because she had nothing 
upstairs. As for office boys, they are a vacant lot. 

If we were only as willing to get kind as we are to get mad! 

Why not make all the railroad guides five minutes later, 
so nobody would ever miss a train? 

Imagining future trouble and trying to prevent it is like 
trying to shoot a ghost with a gun. 

An elevator man should be more conservative; he never 
knows where to stop. 

The baby wanted to send me a plate of ice cream by mail; 
and there are some friendships that we expect to last. 

To be good dancers you must have poetry in your souls. 

Many a philosopher has acquired a reputation because 
people found in his sayings a meaning that wasn’t there. 

It is the unexpected that happens; but the wise man makes 


the expected occur. —Douglas Malloch. 


WOMANLY CURIOSITY 
7 HOPE you will pardon me for being late,” said Dr. Cut- 
ler, when the stately hostess met him at the door. “I’m 
afraid my tardiness has spoiled everything. If I could have 
done so I would have telephoned you to go ahead with the din- 
ner and not wait forme. But circumstances prevented. I have 
just. operated on a man for appendicitis.” 
“Oh, you have?” she replied. “‘What was the matter 
with him?” 





Wife (hearing baby laugh)—I’m so glad, George, you're doing something 
to amuse Baby! He’s been cross all day. 


















WHY MR. OURANG LOST HIS JOB AT THE RIBBON COUNTER 


The Wandering Gaumers 
OW this is a song of the munchers; 
The always—and—everywhere lunch- 
ers 


The tireless and hunger-mad crunchers; 


Of the people whose 


we 


> jaws 

j Defy all the laws 

zs. Laid down by the medi 
cal hunchers 

AY From the start of a trip 

ef / till they finish, 
. ‘ Their appetites never 

.% 4 diminish 

Nl ane ti I’m endlessly fussed 


O’er why they don’t bust 
And how, always stuffing, they're thinnish! 


Chey start with a dozen fried chickens 
And bread cut as thick as the dickens; 
\ bushel of pie 
[ never should try 
Co name a full list of their pickin’s 


Be the distance ten miles or a hundred, 
They eat all along—oft I've wondered 
How humans could hold 
Those edibles cold 
Chat down their esophagi thundered! 


[I’m perfectly frank when I state it 
I never could see how they ate it 
You'd think their insides 
loo large for their hides 
Who ever saw aught that could mate it! 


[ am oftentimes tempted to say 
When I witness some grub-gauming jay 
(Some time when I’m reckless I may! 

“ The hog-car’s out there 

On a siding somewhere 
You've got the wrong train, by the way!’ 
Strickland Gillilan. 


Mr. Tennyson’s justly celebrated brook 
had nothing on the high cost of living. 


The Silver Lining 
-” WAS after the domestic tiff. 
“T have nothing to live for,’’ com- 
plained the wife, bitterly 
‘You seem to forget my life insur- 


ance,” replied the husband, who was, of 


course, a brute. 


Quite Impossible 
“All things are possible,” quoted the 
Parlor Philosopher. 
“Except some people,” added the 
Mere Man. 





The Bills 
(With the usual apologies) 
ERE’S the postman with the 
bills, 
Christmas bills! 
What a world of merriment gray 
January kills. 
How the bills keep on arriving 
By the dozens in each mail, 
While my weary pen I’m driving 
Over reams of paper, striving 
To frame excuses stale 
Into some artistic stall 
That will stand ‘em off ‘till Fall 
And the tintinnabulation of the ‘phone in- 
duces chills, 
It’s bills, bills, overdue Christmas bills— 
Collectors on the telephone with bills. 
Maurice Switzer. 


Blighted Affections 
She—That woman is in love only with 
herself. 
He—Well, if her case comes up before 
me she gets the alimony at sight. 


Such a Gamble 
Daphne—Marriage is nothing but a 
lottery. 
Phyllis—Yes, you never can be sure 
what sort of presents you will get. 


The Voice of Experience 
“Ah! who can describe love?” ex- 
claimed the elderly spinster. 
“Why, it’s like—it’s like toothache 
of- the heart,”’ replied the girl of 16, who 
surely ought to know. 
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Visitor—Are you interested in the suffrage > | Mother of eight children—Oh, yes. That, and duck 
shooting and golf are my principal diversions in my spare moments. 
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COOKS, AS THEY SEEM TO THE HOUSEWIFE 
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© OER TEAM HART MAN 


MARKOWITZ AND HENRY DISCUSS MUSIC AND ITS HARMS 


By Lot 


667TSRA-LA-LA-LA, tra-la-la-la,”” dreamily hummed Henry 

Shapiro as he looked through his ledger in search of 
information requested by Max Markowitz, his boss and 
brother-in-law. 

“What’s the joy by you?” 
demanded Markowitz, throw- 
ing down his daily trade paper 
filled with business news—pleas- 
ant and unpleasant. “A feller 
like you must dance by a fu- 
neral, if you sing by a failure, 
where your own brother-in-law 
is one of the family of creditors! 
A fine friend you——” 

“What should I do, cry?” 
flared back Henry. “Like I 
lost a relation—an only friend?” 

“Nu, ain’t money the only friend we got in this woild?” 
snapped back Markowitz, with a sweeping gesture. 

“Of course,” retorted Henry. “By people that act like 
money is their only friend, their money is not only their friend, 
but their enemy, too.” 

“If my money is my enemy,” sneered Markowitz, “I wish 
I was born with nothing but enemies. But how about our 
customer’s account—Davis & Springer—what I saw on the 
mechula list this morning? I ask you to give me some facts 
and you give me a song.” 

“Can’t I sing by my own woik?” maintained Henry, 
defiantly. “What am I, a shine-boy? Your slave? You 
don’t let a feller be happy a minute. By you, so soon something 
goes bad right away you want everybody to go around without 
heads, without smiles, without jokes, without——” 

“By you it’s a joke to lose—” broke in Markowitz, in a 
rasping voice. 

“Sure it’s a joke,” laughed Henry. ‘Sing it off! Laugh 
it off! Forget it! What’s good-bye is good-bye. Yesterday 
is such a back number that even if you should try to sell it— 
the whole twenty-four hours—for a second, nobody would even 
take a minute’s trouble to look at it. I bet you Joe Davis 
from Davis & Springer, himself ain’t looking half so worried 


” 
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“That banditte! That spender!” cried Markowitz at the 
mention of one of the bankrupt’s names. “He runned around 
with otomobiles and now I got to run around like mad. Hurry 
up! Find out how much we got stung by them! When I 
was last year by that Davis, he was living like a prince—on 
my money. And every minute it was ‘Markowitz, have a 
cigar!’ ‘Mark, old boy, have a schnapps!’ ‘Max, come up 
mine house!’ And you ought to see that feller’s house—with 
all the finest trimmings—imported stuff. Golden phono- 
graphs with diamond records; picktches, what the painting is 
woith more than the frame; a little table what costs so much, 
that it should be kept in a safe. So soon I come in his parlor, 
Caruso commenced to sing; and that schwindler Davis enjoyed 
every note like it was a coitified check.” 

“Coitified check!” echoed Henry, stopping in his search 
for the required account. “Music is woith more than dia- 
monds by people that have music in their hearts; and is the 
best medicine for noivous people like you.” 

“Like me? Noivous! Who’s noivous?” denied Marko- 
witz, defiantly. 

“No, no, not you,” mocked Henry, “you’re so cool like 





Optimist—This war will soon blow over. 
Pessimist—Yes—over here. 
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TWENTY MINUTES FROM THE STATION—WHEN HE BOUGHT IT 


a boiling samovar. Believe me, Max, if you would buy a fancy 
phonograph and hear good music, it would do you more good 
than cutting out cigars, schnapps, or auction pinocle—what 
you tried for a week. Stopping them things 
for the noives do so much good like little 
pills for an elephant. But music is so nec- 
essary for the enjoyment of life like sunshine, 
laughing, pleasure—you’ll eat better, sleep 
better and———” 

“Sure I sleep better by music,” sarcasti- 
cally interrupted the impatient Markowitz. 
“T never had such a good sleep like by the 
opera last night. But, Henry, what are you talking around 
here like an old woman? Tell, me quick how much we lost 
trom that ganef—Joe Davis—I mean Davis & Springer. It 
must be at least a hundred!” 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” muttered Henry as he 
again commenced turning the pages of his ledger. ‘“‘Here— 
here—here it is!” 

“What’s that?” he exclaimed, suddenly, “‘it’s all balanced! 
What were you crying about, Max? They don’t owe you a 
cent!” 

““Let me see! let me see!” mumbled the astonished Marko- 
witz, examining the record. ‘‘That’s right; the last payment 
was November 4th. How should I know? I see a customer 
fails and I never would believe that I’m so lucky that he don’t 
owe me money. That Davis was a pretty honest feller. 
Crops was very bad in his section and you know, Henry, when 
crops is bad, the farmers don’t pay; and when farmers don’t 
pay, storekeepers don’t pay. If I was Davis & Springer’s 
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creditors I would give them an extension. That Davis is a 
pretty decent moichant. He’s got a rich taste and he’s a 
regelar sport. I tell you I feel like I just found a hundred 
dollars.” 

“Then be a sport,” suggested Henry, “and buy a fancy 
phonograph with good music for your noives.” 

“ Alleright,” agreed Markowitz, ‘“‘we’ll see.” 

* * o*” *x * * * * 7 

“Fine advice you give me,” growled Markowitz, a week 
later. “I did just like you told me and bought a fancy phono- 
graph with——” 

“Nu did you get stuck?” asked Henry. 

“No, I got a dandy A, number one, machine,” replied 
Markowitz. 

“Did you get good records for the noives?”’ inquired Henry. 

“Records for the noives!”” mimicked Markowitz, gesticu- 
lating wildly. ‘‘Sure we got records for the noives! So soon 
I got the machine in the house, Minnie made the rooms look 
like storage places. The parlor table she put in the bed-room; 
the rugs in the kitchen; the library set in the dining-room; 
the——”’ 

“But what kind of records did you have?” demanded 
Henry. 

“Dance records, you fool! Music for the noives,” grum- 
bled Markowitz. “Oi! I wish we got stuck a thousand dollars 
by Davis & Springer.” 


In the Light of Experience 
Bill—Did you ever think of getting married? 
Doze—No I didn’t. It was my wife’s idea all the time. 
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A DIME’S WORTH OF HOOKS AND EYES 
By DON HEROLD 


WOULD rather run errands in the contagious ward of a 
| hospital or be a chiropodist in an animal zoo, than go 

after a dime’s worth of something in a department store. 
I would rather my wife would send me out to kill a dragon, 
and bring his teeth back to sow in our back yard. 

I am not right, in a department store. I don’t know 
whether sawdust on the floor would help, or not. I don’t 
know what would help. 

Two or three blocks away, I begin to feel the depression. 
And when I open the department store door I almost fall over 
in a swoon. There is something wrong with my lungs—they 
were not made for talcum powder and toilet water. Every 
time I enter a department store I wish I had an oxygen helmet. 

I stagger in, like a fireman in a moving picture. I put my 
hands up over my face to keep out the draught of talcum 
powder. 

The next thing I wish for is a road map. 

Where do you go, in a department store? Three hundred 
acres of floor space! Where do you go for a dime’s worth of 
hooks and eyes? 

I decide to go down an aisle. 

I do. 

I see stacks and stacks of mysterious things, things I did 
not know were in the world. 

Then I come up another aisle. 

Women are fingering through bins of filmy things, and 
there are racks, and stacks of mysterious things I did not know 
were in the world. But I do not get even a clue of a hook and 
eye. 

I decide to try another floor. I go up, and get off promis- 
cuously and find myself among rows and rows of sewing 
machines. 

Here, at last, is a hook and eye clue! Here are the sewing 
machines with which a woman sews on hooks and eyes! 

I say to a young lady: ‘“‘Can I get hooks and eyes here?” 

She says: “‘ No, this is the café.” 

I try the elevator again. I am one man, and there are 
fifteen women and five hundred menacing hatpins. And again 
I wish for my oxygen helmet—but I know that I would have 
to take it off in the elevator. I know elevator etiquette about 
oxygen -helmets. I decide to go down half as far as I came up. 
That will put me on the third floor. 

The ladies in the front row in the elevator won’t let me out, 
though, and when at last I do find an opening, I am in the 
basement. “Oh, well,” I sigh to myself, shrugging my shoul- 
ders and lifting my arms resignedly, like Charlie Chaplin, 
“the basement is all right.” 

I learn it is the hardware department, and feel that at last 


I have found my hooks and eyes. Hooks and eyes—hardware, 
of course. For the first time, I find a man. I say, “ Pard- 
ner, I’m looking for hooks and eyes.”’ 

‘Hooks and eyes, ninth floor.” 

I look around for a place to sit down, and I would just as 
soon sit down and die while I am at it. One thing, anyway, 
I have concluded to give the whole day to hooks and eyes. 
I mop my brow and curse my destiny, curse matrimony, curse 
the metropolis, curse civilization, and wish J were back in the 
country where I could sit on a sugar barrel while the keeper of 
the general store hunts around for hooks and eyes. 

I tackle the elevator again and get off at the ninth floor. 

This time a sweet, victrola-voiced creature waits on me. 
This is my first compensation. . I take off my hat, though I 
don’t know whether that is done or not, and ask for hooks and 
eyes. 

“Hooks and eyes are in the second basement—fourteenth 
aisle to your right after you get off the elevator.” 

“T thought hardware——” 

“Hardware is the first basement.” 

“They told me down there—” 

“We have always had hooks and eyes up here, but just 
yesterday they were moved to the second basement.” 

By this time I am getting pretty meek. I am too tired to 
get any frothier. 

I talked out loud to myself on the elevator, rather incoher- 
ently, as the elevator went down, and the women all looked at 
me suspiciously and pitifully. ‘“You’d think my wife,” I 
muttered, ‘“ You’d think my wife was home in bed with nothing 
in the world to wear—all cold and shivering—waiting for hooks 
and eyes—never go out again till she gets ’em—penned in the 
house, raving for hooks and eyes, dying for the want of hooks 
and eyes. I'll take the second basement, boy. They say the 
hooks and eyes are in the basement today. Let me off at the 
second basement, boy. They say the hooks and eyes are in 
the scc. +c basement today—always on the ninth floor before, 
but in the second basement today.”’ 

“Complete breakdown,” I hear one woman whisper to 
another. 


Big Town Sayings 
Figuring out just how much better he could do in the place 
of the boss is the chief mental exercise of many a man. 
Probably the most difficult of all arts is giving an interesting 
—Arthur Chapman. 


recital of vacation experiences. 





Wife (whispering to her husband in church)—Wake up! 
Husband—lIt's only the cat trying to get in. Jane. There's no- 
body in the house but us. 
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AT THE UNIVERSITY OF IOWA 


Evelyn—I wonder why Maude is angry with Charlie ? Ethel—She told him she'd been engaged since she was twenty, and he 
asked her if that wasn’t an awfully long engagement 














HEN JINKS was young he said he’d be a corsair on 
W the deep blue sea, committing actions wild and 
weird, when he grew up and had a beard. Through 
all his youthful, budding years, he talked of ships and buc- 
caneers, of razing towns, kidnaping kings, of skulls and 
crossbones and such things. And now that he is growing 
gray, we see him drive the village dray. He is a law-abid- 
ing gent, who would not stick you for a cent. He goes to 
church on Sabbath morn, and views all wickedness with scorn. 
Oh, life is short, and flesh is grass, and youth’s dreams never 
come to pass! 

When he was young, old Jasper Twine desired to be a learned 
divine. He saw himself, in pleasant dreams, expounding many 
texts and themes,'‘and people thronged to hear him preach, and 

He hoped to rise to place of pride, 
He is the village butcher now; he’s 
just gone down to kill a cow. His sausage is the best in town, 
his liverwurst has wide renown. He seems contented with his 
job; he never heaves a sigh or sob, but who can say what 
thoughts are his, as he pursues his gory biz? It may be, as he 
renders lard, he thinks the gods have used him hard. It may 
be, as he slays a sheep, he pauses for a bit to weep, for visions 
bright he used to know, so long ago, so long ago! 

Life passes like the transient dew; and dreams of youth 
just won’t come true! 

It was the hope of Willyum Shank, to be the cashier of a 
bank. He used to dream by day and night of handling roubles, 
shining bright, of standing in a costly cage, and pulling down a 
princely wage. He saw himself in pomp and state, a man 
accounted truly great, a man of worth and dignity, to whom the 
village bent the knee. I just have seen him in the den wherein 
he shaves and haircuts men. He’s run his barber shop for 
years, and quite contented he appears. But who can tell what 
secret woe a calm and smiling man may know? Perhaps this 
barber, as he shears the spinach from around my ears, and 
pushes lather up my nose, is harboring all kinds of woes. 

Our days speed on, and don’t come back; and youthful 
dreams all jump the track! 


said Le surely was a peach. 
to be a bishop ere he died. 


A Source of Pride 
“I am proud to say,”’ remarked old Gus Teezer, as he pulled 
his nose out of other people’s affairs long énough to take a fresh 
breath, “that my reputation as a liar was acquired honestly.” 


NAMES 


HAT’S in a name? Everything isin a name. The 
W name of a man is the nucleus of his character, the 
starting point, asit were. Only tell us by what name 

a person is called and we will describe just what he is like. 

If anybody doubts this fundamental fact, just imagine the 
personality of somebody christened George, and then conjure 
up in your mind a Percy, an Algernon, or a Ferdinand. You see; 
it can’t be done. The two sets of ideas won’t interchange. 
In other words, George is George, while Ferdie is so precocious 
and versatile that if you put your finger on a part of him the 
rest isn’t there. 

Some penalty should be imposed on parents who hand out 
queer names to their offspring. There is the helpless infant, 
perhaps with a pug nose, or a squint, or something, and there 
the ambitious but foolish parent, through collusion of god- 
father or godmother, seeks to compound a felony of a misfit 
by conferring on the unsuspecting victim of heredity and heir 
to trouble a pretty word that shall mark him as its own. 

But the parents and the godparents escape their rightful 
share of punishment, most of which goes to the poor infant, 
who grows into the belief that he is a veritable Percy or Vivian 
or Uriah or Cecil or Ambrose, as the case may be, instead of 
plain Frank, Henry, or Abraham. 

Once there was a girl who was the unfortunate recipient of 
a name very good in its way, but so embellished by pronuncia- 
tion that a valuable prize might be offered to whomever could 
guess the real spelling by its phonetic rendering. The mother 
decided to call her charming but (in this respect) unfortunate 
child Lay-you-rah. Which was rather hard on Laura. 

As long as this sort of thing goes on, disregard for the 
proper fitting of a name to a child and jamming the child into 
any old name, there is going to be confusion if not actual war. 
Parents must look 
ahead and so try 
to avoid an unhap- 
py future for other- 
wise perfectly good 
children. 


—Tod Chenevix. 
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FIFI COMES ALONG 


Blanche—Yes, I've decided to walk Fifi instead of carrying her; the 
poor thing needs the exercise. Come along, dovums ! 
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A REGULAR LALLAPALOOSA 


Your wife—Don’t you 


like a jabberwocky! 


ts. 


I think I’d better hurry and sign her up for a couple of tro 


Her husband always thinks it gives him a mortgage on me, and he galumphs 


You—Whew! she’s batting nearly a thousand in that gown! 


do it till I’ve filled my card up! 





KUM 





First Tommy—Say, Herb, you understand a little German. 


they passed? 


Linda's Love Songs 
aa I go courting Linda Claire, 
I spraddle out across a chair, 
And set there like a moon-struck fool, 
While she winds up the 
p’anner stool, 
And lets her pink, slim 
fingers tease 
Plum raptures from 
them ivory keys! 


Say, that old box of 
fiddle-strings 

Gets up and humps itself and sings. 

It purrs, it chimes, it yells and yips, 

But—Look whose hands are on its lips! 

It squawls in love-sick, passionate throes, 

But look who’s tromping on its toes! 





If I was in that keyboard’s place, 
A-gazing up at Linda’s face; 

And being pedalled by her toe, 
*Twould set my singing heart aglow; 
If I was where that p’anna stands, 
And felt her dear, caressing hands, 


I know my tingling nerves would hum, 
With music sweet as Kingdom Come; 
I'd throb and sob and sigh within, 
And vibrate like a violin; 
While through my veins the blood would lope, 
A-thundering like a cally-ope. 

Charles Leroy Edson. 


Mary had a little lamb—but she went 
and swapped it for a 1917 model. 


Too Much Like It 

6¢] IFE,” said the grandiloquent op- 
timist, ‘‘is like the glorious ocean.” 
“Yes,” said the tough-minded pes- 
simist, “‘just like it. You can’t go any- 
where without coughing up, and when 
you’re on top you’re worried to death 

for fear you'll go to the bottom.” 


Scandal 

“Father, what is scandal?” 

“Scandal, my son, is something which 
people do, thinking they will not get 
caught, and which is talked about by 
other people 





What were those German prisoners saying as 
Second Tommy—Oh, they were talking a lot of “ bosch.” 


War and Real War 
HE American who had been in the 
trenches somewhere along the 
Somme front for six months had returned 
to his own country. 

“Well, old chap,” said a friend, “I 
suppose now that you have done your 
bit, you’ve come home to forget it.” 

“Not at all,” was the quiet response, 
“I’m going back again, but I’ve got a 
sixty day furlough and I want to spend 
it with the boys down on the Mexican 
border for a needed relaxation with- 
out excitement.” 





who would do 
the same thing 
if they were not 
afraid they 
would get 
caught.” 


Her Tastes 

Willis —Does 
psychology _ in- 
terest your 
wife? 

Gillis—If it is 
fashionable this 
season and costs 














over five dollars — Mistress—1 don’t see why you are leaving me, Nora. Do you expect to better 


a yard it does. yourself > 


Maid—Well, not exactly, mum—I'm going to get married. 
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AS THE TWIG IS BENT 


Reflections 
ee HATE to be the Brooklyn Bridge; 
I think you’d hate it, too, 
To have all of those trolley-cars 
A-running over you. 
I'd also hate to be a horse; 
I really cannot see 
How I could ever bear to have 
My shoes nailed onto me.—H. G. S. 


Too Big a Compass 
Flubs—I understand they move in a 
very select circle. 
Dubs—Yet it is reported they have 
hard work to make ends meet. 


Genealogical 
His better half—Dearie, what do you 
call those who come after you? 
He—Duns, drat ’em! 
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THE TREE ’S INCLINED 


Retribution 

CERTAIN man broke through the 

ice. As the freezing waters clutched 

him he screeched most eerily for help. 

Another man came running up, and then, 

detecting the identity of the gentleman 

in the drink, turned and sauntered away, 
whistling. 

“He was one of those cold bath 
cranks,” he explained next day to the 
reporters. 

Some Job 
He hopes that they will soon be mates 
For life. How can you doubt it? 
Just watch him putting on her skates 
And take his time about it. 
What He Liked About Her 
She—What do you like about me? 
He—The other arm, till I rest this one. 


Home Ties 
HERE was a man in our town, 
And he was wondrous wise, 

He always wore, when he left home, 

One of his wife’s gift ties, 
But when he reached his office— 

With all his might and main, 
He changed into another one, 

Till he went home again. 

—Margaret G. Hays. 


Satisfied 
“Why don’t you get married?” 
“Because I live next door to a restau- 
rant and I’m continually fighting with 
my boss.” 
Annexation 
He—What my son needs is to get some 
will power, somehow. 


Neighbor—Oh, he’ll marry. 
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IN CITY HALL PARK, NEW YORK 


Jack Gayleigh—I hardly know what to do. 


If I don’t hurry up I won’t get her. 


Millie—Yes, I know. 


I don’t slow down her father won't give his consent. 
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Jack—And if 




















HOW IT STARTED 
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6 bers CRITIC appeared pleased as we 
left the Forty-eighth Street Theatre. 
“Bayard Veiller has not disappointed 
me,” he said. 
“I must say 
that I liked 
‘The 13th 
Chair’ im- 
mensely. It 
Y was melodrama- 
tic in spots, and 

the acting was not always up to par; but 
as a play I liked it. Margaret Wycherly 
is entitled to the premier honors of the 
evening, although S. K. Walker, consid- 
ering the short time he was on the stage, 
left a deep impression on me. There 





were others, too, who——’”’ 

The Critic was interrupted by the ap- 
pearance of a man who charged down 
upon us with the air of one who has a 
grievance and wishes to unburden himself 
upon the nearest friendly shoulder. He 
proceeded to air his troubles without 
waiting for the formalities. 

“Did you like that show?” he began. 

“Ves, indeed!” said the Critic. 

“Of course!” said I. 

“Thrills—m-m!”’ said the Tired Busi- 
ness Man. 

“Well, so did I,” said the Man with a 
Grievance, “till the last four minutes. 
And then they went and spoiled as good 
a drama as I’ve seen for years.” 

“Spoiled it?” echoed the Critic. ‘How 
was that?” 

“Well,” said the Man with a Griev- 
ance, “Up till then everything was satis- 
factory; the plot was running smoothly— 
everything had worked out by natural 
causes—the supernatural element had 
been discarded, as it would have to be— 
and THEN! and then a door opens, the 
lights grow dim, a shade snaps up, and the 
knife shoots into the center of things— 
all without a shadow of an excuse! The 
door and the shade might have been 
worked naturally, though even that 


EK N 


By CYRIL iNDREW 


should have been explained—but it’s 
impossible to dim lights! Spoiled— 
spoiled just by the insertion of that bit 
of melodrama that wasn’t needed.” 

The Critic looked thoughtful. 

“T hadn’t looked at it in just that 
light,” he admitted. “But, now you 
speak of it, I can see how the introduc- 
tion of the things you mention would, as 
you say, spoil the play for you. It is 
really inexcusable. But the play has so 
many other excellent features that it is a 
shame. to condemn it on such small 
grounds.” 

“You may call ’em small, but I don’t,” 
savagely returned the Man with a 
Grievance. ‘I’m tired of going to shows 
and having them put over some childish 
trick on me, thinking that I’ll be amused. 
It’s an insult to my intelligence.” And 
the Man with a Griev ance departed into 
the night. 

The Tired Business Man whistled. 

“There’s a chap who knows how to 
criticise,” he remarked somewhat mali- 
ciously to the Critic. ‘I'll admit that 
[ didn’t see his point till he explained it; 
and I'll admit that I feel pretty cheap 
about it, too.” 

“Tt seems to me,” said the Critic, 
“that he was inclined to place too much 
emphasis upon comparatively small 
matters.” 

I said nothing, though I silently agreed 
with the Man with a Grievance. But it 
was not for me to speak. I had no reputa- 
tion to save. Under the circumstances 
I thought that the most tactful thing to 
do would be to shift the subject. 

“T saw ‘The Master’ the other night,” 
I began. The Critic gave an imitation 
of a drowning man clutching at the pro- 
verbial straw. 

“Yes?” he questioned eagerly. “I 
suppose you enjoyed it? I thought Ar- 
nold Daly covered himself with glory; 
and the play was excellent, both as a play 
and as a translation.” 


C U R T A 
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“TI confess I didn’t get it,” said the 
Tired Business Man. “But it held me 
the whole time; and Daly was splendid. 
What did you think was the answer 
—did Daly really believe in his theo- 
ries?” 

“T thin..—”’ began the Critic. 

“Hold on,” said I. “‘This mustn’t re- 
solve into a symposium of that sort. 
I had tea with the Debutante the other 
day and she and some fifteen others of 
her crowd put in the entire afternoon 
arguing over that play. The conclusions 
arrived at were two—one that Arthur 
Wessley was sincere, and the other that 
he wasn’t.” 

“The opening was a bit archaic, it 
seemed to me,” said the Critic. “But 
that, at least, may be forgiven. The 
atmosphere was a bit mixed, too, a fault 
which may be laid to the producer. It 
was a German play, with the action laid 
in America; but the impression conveyed 
was English. However, the play was too 
good and Mr. Daly’s acting was too 
finished to allow such small matters to 
weigh against them.” 

“It seemed to me that Edward Abeles 
was remarkably good in his part,” 
I ventured. 

“He was,” agreed the Critic. “It was 
a real pleasure to see those two—Daly 
and Abeles—working in their dialogues. 
I sincerely hope that the dear public will 
be kind to ‘The Master,’ for it is well 
worthy of their patronage.” 

“It doesn’t 
insult the Pub- gunmen 
lic’s intelli- 
gence,”’ said the 
Tired Business 
Man. 

“T’vecome to 
the conclusion 
that that is al- 
most impossi- 
ble,” said the 
Critic. 
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SUFFRAGE FACTS AND FANCIES 


South Dakota Suffragists 
HE woman suffrage argument has 
shifted its ground. Now-a-days 
few people argue the pros and 
cons of votes for women. The debatable 
ground is: How shall women be given 
the right to vote, state by state or by an 
amendment to the Federal Constitution? 

The defeat of woman suffrage in South 
Dakota stands in the limelight as an 
invincible argument for the federal way. 

You may imagine, if you please, in the 
near future a delegation of Scuth Dako- 
tan suffragists seeking an audience with 
President Wilson in the interest of the 
Susan B. Anthony Constitutional Amend- 
ment. If precedent rules the day he will 
receive them with rare cordiality. He 
will talk beautifully about woman’s share 
in government. But he will tell them 
firmly that he stands squarely with his 
party on the states’ right theory of 
government and that women must win 
the vote state by state and not by the 
swifter way of a federal amendment. 

Then from out of the ranks of the dele- 
gation will step the spokesman and thus 
will her sad tale run:— 

Mr. President:—We represent a vast 
body of women grown old in service 
trying to win the vote in the only way 
you say it must be won. Forty-four 
years ago in our early youth we began 
to work for political freedom for the 
women of our state. With tireless in- 
dustry we secured the passage of our bill 
through the legislature only to learn at 
the last minute that it had lost by just 
one vote. 

For thirteen years more we toiled on 
and finally overcame the opposition of 
our legislature. Our bill passed both 
houses. But again the cup of liberty 
was dashed from our lips. The Governor 
vetoed the bill. 

For five years more we agitated and 
educated until at the first election after 
statehood we felt sure that the men of 
the state would recognize the services of 
its women. Eagerly we awaited the 
count only to learn that it was the In- 
dians and not the women of the state to 
whom the vote had been given. 

This injustice steeled our resolution 


to win, if our lives were spent in the 
effort. And we must say, Mr. President, 
that under your theory of government 
our lives will be so spent and perchance 
the lives of our daughters. For six years 
more the battle raged and at last public 
opinion conceded that the suffrage 
amendment had carried. And what 
happened? We were counted out. 

More seasons came and went. On our 
heads grey hairs came and went. Still 
we struggled on. For thirteen years we 
schooled our men in the principles of 
liberty and again they went tothe polls 
to vote on a suffrage amendment. The 
South Dakotan man is of average intelli- 
gence but the ballot presented to him at 
that time measured seven feet. It was 
taller than he was and too much for his 
mind to grasp—almost too much for his 
hand to grasp—and in his confusion 
again it was the suffrage amendment that 
lost out. 

Again we rallied our forces and five 
long years we worked. Again the elec- 
tion came and again we were defeated. 

Still again we mobilized and this year 
we felt victory in the air. Public opinion 
was solid for us. The press supported 
us. The politicians encouraged us. The 
college men seemed ablaze with the fervor 
of democracy. Our lifetime of service 
seemed about to meet its reward and 
what happened? 

Into the state came money—oodles of 
it—also speakers, clever and unscrupu- 
lous. With wily tongues they blasted 
the fair name of democracy. Winged 
messengers—winged with money—three 
times covered the state with pamphlets 
giving subtle reasons why political liberty 
for women would be a menace to the 
state. Our men who loved the pies that 
mother made and the political pies that 
father made listened to the honeyed 
words and, terrorized at the idea that 
votes for women might overturn the old 
order of life, again they voted ‘“‘no” on 
the woman suffrage amendment. 

So we ask you, Mr. President, if 
government is for the living rather than 
for the yet unborn; if the democracy 
to which you have dedicated your life 
is not merely rhetorical but a thing to 








by Anna Cadogan Etz 


be realized, how until the crack of doom 
can it ever be a thing of here and now 
for the women of South Dakota unless 
the mercies of a federal amendment fall 
alike on the women whose husbands are 
among the unjust as well as those who 
are just? 

Then, dear reader, add to the discour- 
aging state of South Dakota the large 
number of states in which it is practically 
impossible to amend the state constitu- 
tion in any way and for any reason what- 
soever, and the fact emerges that the 
federal way is not only the best and 
easiest way but it is the only way if the 
women of this generation who have 
fought the battle are to taste the fruits 
of victory. 


A Judgment on Judges 

N A letter to a New York newspaper, a 

gentleman criticizes the New York City 
Federation of Women’s Clubs for passing 
a resolution asking for a woman judge for 
the Children’s Court, on the grounds that 
only women lawyers are eligible for such 
an appointment, that these without the 
softening influences of home are as “un- 
steeled and unsentimental” as men, and 
that a choice between a sympathetic pa- 
terfamilias presiding over the destinies of 
a wayward child and a chilly spinster 
performing the same task, would cer- 
tainly result in the appointment of the 
former. If the clubwomen could explain 
in detail their reasons for their action, 
they might assure their critic that while 
the majority of women lawyers do not 
sport wedding rings, many do, and that 
they know for a fact that it is possible in 
the City of New York to find a feminine 
counselor of the requisite ‘‘softness” pro- 
duced by the possession of both a hus- 
band and a family. Then, too, one can- 
not always be sure that the male judge 
will be a children-blessed benedict, and 
that as between a frigid bachelor and a 
chilly spinster, clubwomen prefer the lat- 
ter since woman has been found to be 
more often motherly by nature than not 
and because she has a mind for the little 
practical things that escape a man and 
that are vastly important in the right 
understanding of youngsters. 

















LAUGHS FROM OVER THE SEA 
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Mrs. Mullins—What’s the matter, Mrs. 
Jones? 
Mrs. Jones—Why, this young varmint ’as 
swallowed a cartridge, and I can’t wallop 
im for fear it goes off.—London Opinion. 
Cat-astro-Phe 
Madame—Es ist aber bald nich anzuhdren, was Sie The m3 i JFepnneli j - 
fur einen Larm in der Kéche machen! The optimist (during S Zeppelin raid)- 
Kéchin—Nun, zerbrechen Sie ‘mal vier Teller Thank goodness! Now I can sleep in peace. 


gerauschlos! 


—Sketch (London). 
Madam—The noise you make in the 
kitchen is simply unbearable. 
Cook—Well, try to break four dishes your- 
self without making a noise.—Meggendorfer 
Blaetter (Munich). 





The Military Critic 


*‘J'crois bien que maman va attaquer. . . elle vient 
determiner la préparation d’artillerie!”’ 


“T think that mama is going to attack; 
she’s jus finished the artillery preparation!” 
—Le Rire (Paris). 








Motorist—You want five pounds’ com- The Garter 
é 5 pensat ion? Why, the last time I knocked Fifi, Mucki, und Dolly—Einfach lacherlich, wo dies« , 
‘ you down you were quite content with a Frauen sich das Halsband umbinden. 
Hot Stuff sovereign. Fifi, Mucki, and Dolly—Absurd, where 
He of the burned tongue—What fools these Victim—Everything has gone up during these women wear their collars!—Lustige | 
mortals be!—Sketch (London). the war, sir.—London Opinion. Blaetter (Berlin). 
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With the College Wits 


Evidently She Didn’t—Excited old 
lady (who has watched the office boy throw 
a cigarette butt into the waste basket)—Oh! 
See that paper burn! 

Fresh office boy (calmly)—Yes, didn’t you 
know that paper would burn?—Siren. 


Never—“ I heard he kissed her in public.” 
“Did you ever!”’ 
“No.’’—Jester. 


Quiet Elegance—Ed—And how many 
jewels in your watch? 

Joe—Jewels! Ah, none—I took them all 
out a while ago. I hate any kind of display. 
—Chaparral. 


Getting Excused—lIgnorance of the 
law excuses no man—you must have money 
or at least a good Jawyer.—Awgwan. 








“Do you want a cuff on the trousers?” 
“Do you want a slap on the mouth?” 
—Lampoon. 


A Natural Query—He—When I was 
four years old I was left an orphan. 

She—What did you do with it?—Orange 
Peel. 


Practical—Po—Your room mate says 
that he is a practical socialist. 

Dunk—He must be. He wears my shirts, 
smokes my tobacco, and writes to my girls.— 
Panther. 


Enough—C oach—What that squad needs 
is life. 

Frosh—Aw, no, thirty days is enough.— 
Widow. 


Hard, Indeed !—*“ This is a hard world,” 
said the steeplejack as he crashed to the 
pavement.—Chaparral. 


What. Must Hot Coffee Be?—A 
preacher was describing the “bad place.” 
“Friends,” he said, “you’ve seen molten 
iron running out of a furnace, haven’t you? 
It comes eut white hot, sizzling and hissing. 
Well—” (the preacher pointed a long, lean 
linger at the congregation). ‘‘Well,” he 
continued, ‘“‘they use that stuff for ice cream 
in Hades.”—Lehigh Burr. 





B Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
itters be used in making it; insures your getting the very 
best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Adv.) 
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Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and rh ba Cigarettes in the World 
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“Men Who Are Making America” 





“™ Leslie's ™ 


Big businessmen _ started RB. 6S 


barahahed on B55 


reading ‘‘The Men Who Are 
Making America,’’ now 
running in Leslie’s, because 
it was being written 
by B. C. FORBES, the 
Country’s Leading Indus- 


trial and Financial Writer. 














FACTS AND FICTIONS 


Big and little businessmen, and the rest of the country, too, are read- 
ing it now because they realize that it is the greatest history of y.. 


modern American enterprise ever compiled. J 
/ 
Mr. Forbes’ Story of Otto H. Kahn rae 
appears in this week’s issue. P pres 
$5.00 and the coupon brings Leslie’s for a year, to begin with the current issue. if 225 Fith Arenee 
ew tor y 


#f 
7 Enclosed find $5.00. 


Le slie’s // Laalis's for one year. 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper Pid 
Established in 1855 / PN 65 acd ad cbeeeeee eeean 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City Jenin: 








TIFNITE GEMS 


oan as Diamonds 


A Tifnite 4 a a diamond are as near alike 
as two peas. Nothing.else in the world so near 
a diamond in looks, bri saney ond and every di 
test. Tifnite er cut ease! ike diamonds; won’t 
file; won't melt. ay ay to last forever. Not 
one particle of glass in them. To quickly intro- 
duce them to 10,000 men and women, we make a 
test never before heard of. We have made up 
a qeurite items, latest style designs, if one 
gold mountings, each Ce wi 
quneine ‘Titnite oe Diamond 
will send you your choice with aoe to 


TEN DAYS F aA 


Send nomoney Weer. Just state which item 
you want—Ring, Pin or La Valliere—and = will 
send it to you at once. If ring, showing size 
around finger. State lady’s or ink it’s worth 
all we ask, simply pa: on 


THE TIFNITE GEM ee 
Rand McNally 1 * Dept. 71 
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C.H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N.Y. 


| HOTEL GALVEZ 


GALVESTON, TEXAS 
Bathing-Motoring-Fishing- Hunting-Golfing 


On Galveston famous Seawall Boulevard—Over- 
looking the Gulf of Mexico. 

Climatic conditions peculiarly conducive to re- 
lief from Nervousness Hay Fever—Insomnia. 

Special attention given to 
Hunting and Fishing Parties 

Cuisine—Service—Comfort— beyond reproach 

Bookl et on request. Address, P. L. SANDERS, Manager. 
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CARTOONING, COMIC 
EMyART and CARICATURE 


There is big money in the above for 
you. I will show you how. Send 6c in 
stamps today for my prospectus explaining 
method and terms. Write your name plainly. 
ZIM ART SCHOOL, Dept. R. Horseheads, N. Y. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses: 


30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 








Passing the Mustard 


Where the Trouble Lies 

It’s very foolish to complain, 
It doesn’t soothe an ache or pain 
There’s nothing that man can gain, 

That I have noticed, by it. 
A grumbler is an awful bore, 
Who makes his neighbors sick and sore, 
But all the same I grumble more 

Or less. I don’t deny it. 


It’s foolish to procrastinate, 

It’s well to do things soon as late, 

But I would always sooner wait 
Than instantly take action. 

It’s wrong to be extravagant, 

I'd like to save, but then I can’t, 

And spending money is, you’ll grant, 
A sort of satisfaction. 


It’s foolish for a man to shirk 
His fair and proper share of work. 
In idleness great dangers lurk, 
Although I can’t detect ’em. 
It’s very foolish to’ be blind 
To one’s own faults of any kind. 
My own quite easily I find. 
It’s hard, though, to correct ’em. 
Chicago News. 


Obliging—‘‘Jane, there is a friend of 
mine who is very anxious to know if you 
will marry him.” 

“Tell him of course I will. 
Baltimore American. 


Dear Me—‘Horrors! While mother 
was sleeping the baby licked all the paint—” 

“Off a toy?” 

“No; off mother.” 


Who is he?’”’— 


-Kansas City Journal. 


Impressed—‘‘ Was the editor much im- 
pressed by your poem on optimism, Scrib- 
lets?” 

‘*He must have been. I didn’t suppose I 
could write anything that would make a 
human being look so utterly dejected!”— 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


The Boy’s Idea—Recruiting officer— 
But what would a boy like you do in the 
army? 

Lad—Don’t you need a caddie to carry 
the swords and things?—London Punch. 


If—‘This world would be a pleasanter 
place if there were not so many fools in it.” 

“Yes; but it would be more difficult to 
make a living.’’—Dallas News. 


Bluffem’s Usefulness—‘ Blufiem poses 
as a hustler, doesn’t he?”’ 

“Well, yes; he’s always energetic in 
reaching a conclusion that something ought 
to be done.’’—Boston Transcript. 


His Modesty—‘Are you an art con- 
noisseur?”’ 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Cumrox; “although 
I should never speak of myself as such.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I’m not absolutely sure I know 
how to pronounce the word.’’—W ashington 
Star. 


A Wonderful Bargain—‘I found such 
a wonderful bargain,” said Mrs. Flatter. 

“What was it?” asked her husband, a 
resident of Back Bay. 

“You know I went downtown to buy a 





in the country. It 
is honestly aged 
in the wood and 
bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


To introduce Old Overholt Rye to those 
who have not yet tried it, we will send, 
express prepaid, a case of 12 bottles of Old 
Overholt, 6 years old and bottled in bond, 
for $11.50. Send check or money order. 
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r F you believe 
that it is more 
important to 
know why ten 
thousand fail 
rather than why 
one man succeeds, 
read this book. 
“Letters of a Self- 
Made Failure” 
are written in 
epigrammatic 
style with a touch 
of irresistible hu- 
I° \l | l Y I2 |: mor, and they im- 

| ‘ x ’ part a system of 
quaint philosophy 

By Maurice Switzer that will appeal 

Fe ; to everyone, fre- 
<2 gardless of age, 


sex or station. 


Cc 





Letters of a 


SELF-MADE 


"r-. 





14 Brilliant Pen-Drawings 
by Frank Godwin 
The “‘Letters of a Self-Made Failure” ran serially for ten 
weeks in Leslie's, and were quoted by more than 200 
publications. If you sit in ‘the driver’s seat” or 
merely plod along beside the wagon, whether you are 


a success or think yourself a failure, you will find this 
book full of hope, help and the’right kind of inspiration, 


Price $1.00 


LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 























Romeike’s Press Clipping Bureau 


will send you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 
friends, or any subject on which you may ‘ 
want to be “ up-to-date.” Every news 
paper and periodical of importance in the 
United States and Europe is searched. 
Terms $5.00 for 100 notices. 


Henry L. Ron L. Romeike, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Le 
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How the Other 
Side Laughs 
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| The making of a movie 
'is almost as full of ro- 
mance and adventure as 


' the finished film itself. 


There’s many a laugh 
_and prank that happens 
“off-stage” that never 

reaches the screen. 


You will enjoy the play more’ 
when you see it on the screen if| 
of its | 


you know the “‘inside’’ 
production and get acquainted 
with its heroes and heroines. 





You can meet your favorites 
informally in the columns of 


FILM FUN. Besides their 


chatty stories and the striking 


y 
—) pictures of the new features soon 


hee 


to be released, you’ll find the 
} magazine full of laughter and 
' fun all its own. 


FILM FUN 


10 cents a copy 
$1.00 a year 


Published by Leslie-Judge Co. 


) 225 Fifth Avenue New York 
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hat. Well, just as I got in the store they put 
up a sign, ‘All hats at half price.’” 

“So you only had to spend half of the 
money you intended.”’ 

“Oh, no, I bought two hats instead of 
one.” —Chicago Herald. 


Yes, But—Crabshaw—Y our wife delivers 
temperance lectures, doesn’t she? 

Henpeck—Yes, and then she comes home 
and acts in such a way as to drive a man to 
drink.— Buffalo Courier. 


Modern Medicine 
Editor’s Note: Deputy Attorney General 
Merton E. Lewis sends Jupse the following 
reproduced from a publication which he cannot 
recall but it is still worth reading: 


I went to a modern Doctor to learn what it 

was was wrong, 

I’d lately been off my fodder and life was no 
more a song. 

He felt of my pulse, as they all do; 
my outstretched tongue; 

He took off my coat and weskit and harked at 
each wheezing lung. 

He fed me a small glass penstalk with figures upon 
the side, 

And this was his final verdict when all of my 
marks he’d spied: 


he gazed at 


“Do you eat fried eggs? Then quit it. 
You don’t? Then hurry and eat ’em, 
Along with some hay that was cut in May— 
There are no other foods to beat ’em. 
Do you walk? Then stop instanter— 
For exercise will not do 
For people with whom it doesn’t agree 
And this is the rule for you: 
Just quit whatever you do do, 
And begin whatever you don’t; 
For what you don’t do may agree with you 
And whatever you do do don’t.” 
Yes, thus saith the modern doctor. Tradition 
be doubly durned! 
What the oldsters knew was nothing compared 
to the things we’ve learned. 
There’s nothing in this or that thing that’s cer- 
tain in every case 
Anymore than a single bonnet’s becoming to 
every face. 
It’s all in the diagnosis that tells us the patient’s 
fix— 
The modern who knows his business is up to a 
host of tricks. 


“Do you eat roast pork? Then stop it. 

You don’t? Then get after it quickly, 

For the long-eared ass gives the laugh to grass 
And delights in the weed that’s prickly. 

Do you sleep with the windows open? 
Then batten them good and tight, 

And swallow the same old fetid air 
Through all the snoozesome night. 

Just quit whatever you do do, 
And do whatever you don’t; 

For what you don’t do may agree with you 
And whatever you do do won’t.” 


Of Course Not—Mistress—In your last 
place, Bridget, did you pay for the dishes 
you broke? 

Bridget—Pay for thim? Av course not. 
D’ye think I'd be after workin’ for nothin’?— 
New York Times. 


Indeed He Oughtn’t—S/e—Can a man 
tell when a woman loves him? 

He—He can, but he ought not to.—Yale 
Record. 
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Corks pop and fly 
when CooKk’seis 
opened. Every bot- 
tle is a storage bat- 
tery of eager and 
abundant life, grape 
vigor and fragrant 
deliciousness. 
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Sold Everywhere— 
Served Everywhere 


AMERICAN WINE Co. 
St. Louis, U.S. A. 
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H OTEL LONGACRE 
BROADWAY and 47th STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 
Convenient to everything. The refined air and good 
service of the Longacre are well established. 
Room with lavatory - - 


2. Po 
Room with private bath $1. 50 ond 
= 


NS 
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Room with private bath for two - - 
Two-room Suites - - - 
Special Weekiv Rates 
Restaurant a la carte and table d’hote. Club breakfast. 


The best value in New York City both in Rooms snd Restaurant 
"Phone 7790) Bryant . G. BOGGS 
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STUDY AT HOME 





Eatin 70 yee Je MME YORI PREPPY a av MOL 4 









any fart + Money ‘as led ac 

ey - eee 
. of successful s' jen enro 
Big Law Library and modern course 


oa free tf il Get our Te 1 
we 
Guide’ and Evidence” books free. Send for them— 


LaSalle Extension University, Dept: 182-f, 



















‘Chicago, ill. 
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BLACK & WHITE 
Scotch Whisky 


Quality reasons. 


Second . 


Because ten years ageing in 
casks of Sherry wood im- 
parts a mellow smoothness 
which only age can give. 


THE HIGHEST STANDARD OF QUALITY 





HOTELS 
INDIAN RIVER and 
ROCKLEDGE 
ROCKLEDGE, FLORIDA 


Located 150 miles below Jacksonville, 


on the East Coast and Indian River 
Fine Golf Course; hunting; fishing; boating; 
tennis; billiards; pool and dancing. Now 
Open. Accommodates 400. 

Ww. W. BROWN, 


Rockledge, Florida. 
Sammer season; Grantiden Hotel, Lake Sunapee, New Hampshire 


Write for circular. 








The Ideal Wedding Gitt 


Moth- 
Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 





Sent 

on 

Free 

T 2 Famous Piedmont Red Cedar Chest. Your choice of 
rial 90 styles and designs. Direct from factory to home 


on 15 days’ free trial. We pay the freight. 4 Piedmont protects 
furs, woolens and pinmes from moths, mice, dust 
and damp. Distinctly beautiful. Needed in every 
home. Lasts for generati: ns. Finest wedding or birth- 
day gift at great saving. // rite today for our great nen 
catalog and reduced prices——all prepaid free to you. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 19, Statesville, N. C. 


a 


HOTEL VENDIG 


Most Popular in Philadelphia 
13th and FILBERT NEAR EVERYWHERE 


250 Rooms and Baths, $2.00 up. 


Running ice water in every room 





Reauced Factory 
Prices 
Freight [repaid 




















Excellent service in grill and café 


James C. Walsh, Manager 














WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. O. 





Shear Steal 


Bless "Em 


I doff my hat 
To my friend Brewster, 
Whose auto killed 
My neighbor’s rooster. 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 


We tip our tile 
To Colonel Huppy, 
Whose flivver slew 
Our neighbor’s puppy. 
Macon Telegraph. 


Our chapeau’s off 
To Ezra Pratt, 
Whose twin-six smashed 
Our neighbor's cat. 
Columbia State. 


My lid is doffed 
To Hiram Prote, 
Whose honk-honk got 
My neighbor’s goat. 
—Jonkers Statesman. 


Our kelly’s high 
To old Bill Snoove; 
His chuff-chuff made 


Our neighbors move. 


Patronize Our Advertisers—* Do you 
often change your environment?” 

“Shure an’ I do; ivry Saturday noight.” 

Punch Bowl. 


The Editor’s Question—/Jim Hicks 
(the village poet)—I’ve brought you this 
here turkey for Christmas, Mister Scrooge. 

Village editor—One of your own, or a 
plagiarism, Jim?—New Orleans  Times- 
Picayune. 


Self-Supporting—* Are you married?” 
asked the landlord of his latest applicant 
for porter. 

“No,” replied the dusky one, “Ah euhns 
mah own livin.’’— Siren. 


Fatal Flashes 


Thin ice, 
Scorned advice. 
Paradise.—Luke McLuke. 


Fool afloat, 
Rocked boat, 


Wooden coat.—Houston Post: 


Ignored bells, 
Flagmen’s yells, 
Immortelles.—W aco News. 


Silly kid, 
Car skidd. 
Glass lid.—S?. Louis Post-Dispatch. 
Aero flight. 

Pretty sight 


Good night!—Jonkers Statesman. 


High rates, 
Short weights, 
Pearly gates. 


Baker, 
Faker, 
Undertaker. 


Think What? 
Ethel’s dress?” 

“It does make you think, doesn’t it?”— 
Jack o Lantern. 


—*What do you think of 








REVITY may give Wit a 
soul, but it takes Quotation 
to make it immortal. 


From San Francisco to Amster- 
dam the exchange columns quote 
Judge as the “happy medium” 
of expression for representative 
American humor. 


Notice the clippings you read 
and you'll see ‘“‘Judge’’ every- 
where. If reading Judge quoted 
doesn’t convince you of its 
superiority we suggest: 


“Judge for yourself ’’ 


One dollar brings you three 
months of Judge, which means 
thirteen jolly week ends, also 
thirteen frameworthy color 
covers by America’s best illus- 
trators. 

















“ALL THE COMFORTS OF HOME” 
By Paul Stahr 


The Happy Medium 
FIVE DOLLARS A YEAR 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


JUDGE, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 
Enclosed find $1.00 for which send me Judge for three months 


($5 one year) 


Name. . 


Address 


No subscription renewed at the one-dollar rate 
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Stories with Smiles 


Deficient in Melody—Annie, a Slav wash woman, who works one day 
week in a certain South Side home, seems to have an ear for music, even if 

she does possess no technical knowledge on the subject. 

In the home, a few days since, a piano tuner spent about six hours trying 
to put the instrument into condition again. 

The laundry of the home is directly under the living room in which the 
tuner was performing his monotonous task. 

When Annie came up after her day’s work was done, she said to her 
employer: 

“You know man in parlor?” 

“Ves, Annie.” 

“Well, I want to tell you one thing. I no like to hear him. He rotten | 
piano player.” —Y oungstown Telegram. 


The Whistler 

He blows the sordid care of life away 
While sending flute-like music through his lips, 
\ssails the wearing labors of the day, | 
While cheerfulness pervades his finger tips 
With blood that holds the iron of a man, 
Sent by a heart that knows its duty well, 
And rings the changes of Creation’s plan 
As would a mellow-throated silver bell. 


His tuneful whistling wakes the sleeping air 
That listens with a sweet, contented smile, 
\nd even discontented, grouchy Care, 
Forgets to frown at his inviting wile; | 
But lets the recklessness of thoughtless Mirth, | 
For just a moment, have its careless way, 
And in that moment give the laughter birth 
That sweetens the remainder of the day. 


And, rising still, it soars above the clouds 
Afar to where the shining angels dwell, 
And rosy mist the land of peace enshrouds, 
To work anew its fascinating spell; 
And there becomes immortal in its range 
Forgets the flight of earthly days and years, 
And, though the statement seems a little strange, 
At last becomes the music of the spheres. 
Jake H. Harrison, in Springfield Republican. 


Sat on the Lawyer—A late police magistrate was a most painstaking | 
judge in all his cases, and in important ones it was his custom to defer sum- | 
ming up until the next sitting of the court. On one occasion he gave an | 
exhaustive decision on a case, after which the lawyer for the plaintiff rose | 
and questioned it. 

“Pardon me,”’ said his worship. 
after I have given my final decision. 
opinion.” 

The lawyer quickly replied: 

“Then, your worship, I know it is no use my knocking my head against | 
a brick wall. I suppose I must sit down.”’ 

The magistrate adjusted his eye-glasses, and, looking sarcastically at 
the lawyer, said: 


“‘T cannot allow you to reopen this case | 
I may be wrong, but that is my | 


| 
| 





City 


onths 


| A Social Distinction 





ad 


. . | 
“Sir, 1 know it is no use your knocking your head against a brick wall; | 
but I may add that I know of no one who could perform such an operation 
with less injury to himself than you.””—Case and Comment. 


Casey had dropped in for a visit on Callahan, 
and during the course of his stay observed that Miss Callahan spoke several 
times of a chafing dish party she had attended the evening before. 

Now Casey agreed with Callahan that the latter’s daughter was putting 
on entirely too many airs; so, with a view to disconcerting her, he suddenly 
asked: 

“ An’ phwat the divil is a chafing dish?”’ 

“Chafing dish, Casey,” said Callahan, with a sly wink at his visitor, “a 
chafing dish is a fryin’ pan that’s got into society!” —Chicago News. 


How It Happened—‘“ What brought you here, my poor man?” asked 
the prison visitor. 

“Just a little bit of absent-mindedness,”’ replied the prisoner. 

“How was that?” | 
_ I forgot to scratch the‘monogram off a watch before I pawned it.”— 
Chicago Journal. 








The Test —‘“I gave that youngster of mine a toy printing press, | 











30 West 34th Street 


AN 


_ “Blue Bird 


for 
- Happiness’ 


“Quickly flew to fame 
On the good Repetti name”’ 
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This pretty tradition has been applied to our very newest 
package. Perhaps you have been planning a gift for some 
friend. Nothing could more appropriately express your 
sentiment. 


A leading druggist near you probably has this package. Or 
if you prefer, send us $1.00 with forwarding instructions. 


CHOCOLATES BON BONS CARAMELS 


50 Broadway 


New York City 
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If you can draw a little and 
want to draw more, you have 
an opportunity to learn at small 
expense to yourself. 

EUGENE ZIMMER- 
MAN has an established 


reputation as a cCar- 
toonist. 


He has put some of the 
tricks of his trade into 


a book, 


“CARTOONS AND 
CARICATURES” 


bound neatly in 4% mo- 
rocco, which will be sent 
to you prepaid on receipt of $1.00. 


ZIM BOOK 
1-13 Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 








4 steam engine, a xylophone, a box of paints, and some other things | 











When 
Physician Meant 
“‘Physic— Dispenser” 


N Shakespeare’s time, if 

you were sick and went 
to a doctor he did one of 
two things. He either bled 
you or “‘physicked”’ you. 


Physicians no longer prac- 
tice bleeding. And the 
leaders of the profession are 
equally opposed to the in- 
discriminate use of laxative 
and catharticdrugs. In fact, 
the habitual use of laxatives 
is now known to be one of 
the most fruitful causes of 
constipation. 

Physicians of the hiehest standing 
prescribe Nujol because it relieves 
constipation without any bad after 
effects and without forming a habit. 
It acts in effect as an internal Jubri- 
cant, preventing the bowel contents 
from hardening, and in this way 
facilitating normal movements. 
NUJOL is bottled at the refinery and is 
sold only in pint bottles bearing the 
name NUJOL and the imprint of the 
Standard Oil Company (New Jersey). 


Refuse substitutes—be sure you get the 
genuine. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 
(New Jersey) 
Bayonne New Jersey 


name and address plainly below. 


Send for booklet,“THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION.” Write your 


Dept. 13 





to find out whether his tastes were artistic, mechanical, literary, or what 
—but the test didn’t work.” 
“Why, what did he do with them?”’ 
“Smashed them all up.”’ 
“Why, man, it’s as clear as day—he’s going to be a furniture mover,” 
—Denver Post. 
Real Cooking 
My maw she cooked no table dotes or ally carts or such, 
And when it come to throwin’ style, she wasn’t very much. 
There wasn’t no French names hooked onto vittles she would cook, 
She got ’em from experience, not from a furrin book. 


She didn’t have no casseroles like they have now in grills, 





No caviar, no curried things, no mutton chops in frills. 
Or other high-toned rig-ma-jigs—just some kittles, that was all. 
But she could cook the biscuits that, by jing, would never fall. 


Her pie crust, gosh, ’twould simply melt right in a feller’s mouth. 
Her Johnny cake seemed like it came right from the sunny South; 
Her crullers made a feller sit right up and call for more. , 
Her bread was one thing upon which she set a lot of store. 


No, friends, she wasn’t very long on what they now call style, 
But she could surely cook the stuff that made a feller smile. 
There wasn’t no dyspepsy ‘round our place, or gouty feet, 
For she cooked up the kind of food that’s really meant to eat. 
Detroit Journal 


- . . ’ 
Somewhere—‘ Never despair. Somewhere beyond the clouds the sw | 


is shining.”’ 
“Yes, and somewhere below the sea there’s solid bottom. But that 


loesn’t help a man when he falls overboard.’’—Baltimore American. 


G 


Nothing Happened—tThe cub reporter assigned to ‘“‘cover’’ a local 
wedding sauntered back into the editorial rooms of his paper. 
‘“‘Where’s your ‘story’?” called the impatient city editor. ‘‘Handit 


across!”’ 
“Sorry!” said the cub, nonchalantly, “but there was nothing to report! 
The bridegroom never turned up!”—Christian Register. 
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SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, or 52 numbers - - - - - $5 00 
2.50 


Six months, or 26 numbers 
Thirteen weeks - - - ‘ - 1.95 
Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on New York, or by express or postal order. 
Evropean AGENTs—Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd., Breams Buildings, London, Bs. Co 
Brentano's, Avenue de l'Opera, Paris: Saarbach’s News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, Londo 
56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara Strasse, Mainz, Germany ‘ 
Subscriptions and advertisements for all the publications of Leslie-Judge ¢ 

at regular rates at any of the above offices. 
Contributors must inclose a stamped and self-addressed enve 
wise return to the latter when found unavailable cannot be guaranteed. : 
submitted for publication, only on condition that we shall not be held responsible 
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We receive such matem 
for its loss or® 


jury while in our hands or in transit. 
If JupGe cannot be found at any news-stand, the publ 
be promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 
BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 
The contents of Jupce are protected by copyright in both J 
Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico. 
50 cents a year for postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 
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1914, 10 cents; 1913, 20 cents, ete. ; 
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Pleasant! 
“WALL-NUTS” “GOOD-NIGHT, NURSE” 
By James Montgomery Flagg 
na. § 


“ These five pictures in full 

a colors, mounted on a_ heavy 
] mat, 12 by 14, ready for the 

a frame, will be sent to you for 

eport ONE DOLLAR. 

== They will be sold separately 

j for twenty-five cents apiece. 


Pin a bill, check, money 
order or stamps to this adver- 
tisement, and send it in, with 
your name and address on the 
margin, today. 
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“STEADY WORK” 
By Enoch Bolles 
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r The Victor Record ca 
bs ws vee oll is the most complete catalog 
| in all the world 


It has required 19 
years of constant r icati i 
A ig ci tn esearch, of steady application, of tireless effort, and 
“ more than Eleven Million Dollars to place this catalog in your hands 
is great book of 506 pages is the recogniz itative i 
, ; ‘ ognized ; ative orld’s bes i 
niiet re a oe gnized authoritative index to the world’s best music; to the greatest 
Its pages are living tributes to tl : ing vigi 
| pages z S he years of unceasing vigil spent in gatheri e bes si 
ad ges a j gil sp gathering the best music from ev i 
glo 2 — Mcrae the hours upon hours which the greatest artists have devoted to recording their chen vefert he . 
recording rb, ermenmane . ney attest to the enormous a nount of time and millions of dollars spent in ed “ the a a 
S present state of perfection. And through each and every page runs the story and proof of Victor St E stg 
j upremacy. 


Every music-lover will want a copy of this great Victor catalog of music 








~ ong should have this book, v hether or not they have a 
ictro a. All will appreciate it because of the information about 
artists, operas and composers, and the numerous portraits and 
illustrations it contains. 





Any Victor dealer will gladly gi i 
y c ‘ gladly give you a copy of this great cat i 
or we will mail you a copy free, postage paid. ” . ——— 


Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J. U.S. A. 


, Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 
mportant warni i 
Fanar Noodles ~~ Victor Records can be safely and satisfactorily played only with 
— y. ape tame Stylus on Victors or Victrolas. Victor Records cannot be 
y played on machines with jeweled or other reproducing points. 


New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month 
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VICTOR RED SEAL RECORDS = VICTOR RED SEAL RECORDS } . . 
—~ . To insure Victor 


CALVE, EMMA, Soprano (Keh/-c4') CARUSO, ENRICO, Tenor (Kah-re'-20h - wa } li 
Emma Calvé, half French, half Spanish, is descended Caruso's success is the greatest ever attained by an | ' | quality, always 
from « prosperous and cultured family. She was born in. arust in this country. His Amencan engagements have | } look for the fa- 
1864, ot Madrid. The premature death of her lather was been a continuous ovabon, the great audiences beng held i mous trademark 
followed by reverses, the young gi! knew that she must spellbound by the exquisite rehnement, beauty and power “His Mast ae ’ 
s 


face @ world in @ more seriou: role thaa that ol a wcnty of hus voice. r 
hulle, co it wes not long belore the dark-eyed beauty Caruso is « native of Naples and was born in 1873. Voice.” It is on 


found herself studying with Rosina Laborde, and aherward When he was a mere boy he sang in the churches of ' . 
wah Marches: and Puget. Ase pupil the young girl en Naples, and the beauty of his voice arrested the attention every Victrola 
deared herself from the first to her teachers, and ele cap of ail who heard it. His father did not encourage the boy and every Victor 
progress. Although her début was made at Nice, her frst at first, but a lew years later was persuaded to allow him Record. It is the 


vonortant appearance was at the Thédtre de la Monnaie, identifying label 


‘ébut occurred in 1885 at the Opéra Comique, in Chevalier on all genuine 
de Jean, but her frst real tnumphs came im Italy, where the |) i 

we mcvenal tours, and when she reappeared im Paris as [xt 5p ———— ee - and 
Carmen and Sentusse the Perisens made her their idol. ————S hat ‘ARDS ictor Records. 
She appeared in London in 1892, and Americans first heard her 

House in New York, where she made her début in 1894, and her tame spread rapadly. 
Hee beautiful voice, her remarkable gifts as an actress, her beauty and 








\n Beussels, in 1882, as Marguerite in Faust. Her Pans 





wascaptvated by the beauty and purity of his voice, and began to give him vocal instructions. 
magnene ty, ‘Caruso made his début in 1894 in Naples, in a now forgotten opera, L’amico Fran- 
uumsted in presenting @ picture at once alluring and fascinating The unger s further inumpbs ceaco, afterward singing in various Italian cites and in Cairo. A South American en- 
in America are familiar to all, and although she spends most of her time im Europe, her gegement followed, and on his return, ‘alier & season in Milan, it was clear thet here was 
admirers may find consolanon in her Victor records one of the most promimng v tenors ever heard im Italy. Caruso had made success 
Mime. Calvé’s exquisitely trained voice, always remarkable for its beaunful ambre in various countries of Europe before coming to Amenca in 1903, but it was his per- 
and emotional quality, was at its best when her Victor records were made. This great formance of the Duke at the Metropolitan on November 23d of that year which con- 
erost has recorded exclusively tor the Victor the list of records catalogued here. atest of all tenors had amved 
THE CALVE RECORDS (Sung im French unless noted) No Sue 
Carmen —THabanera__ | Love ss Like » Bird) Binet 88085 12 93.00 
Carmen—Chaneon Bohtme ‘Lee Trngles des Seatres The Sound 
ot Tembounne) ou Bizet 88124 
a 


Carmen —La bee dans le montagne (Yonder Mountain (with mores) S90I9 
le o (Sentucze s Aw, “Well You Kaow 











ductons of his voce for many years to come 
THE. CARUSO RECORDS (Sung in Melton unless otherwise noted) No. Size 
Kincana © Peradiso ‘Oh, Paradise! Meverbeer 88054 
Letin Baret S44. 
ly Aida) Verdi 
Vocal Waltz) Gaeta -Ricoards 
dh all ezzurro spano to Grordano 
» Teschemacher-d Herdaiss pat 
lo non he che u 
Haneoets a Rodello” (Rudoieh'» Nerrative) "Pace 
. Au claw de P 1c - Testa adorata (Adored One ') 
h (The Hen) (Praneforte ace 60572 stan <= he Peus 
CAMPANARI, GIUSEPPE, Baritone 4 .— ~ ky a Flower fons + ya 
Gruseppe Campanan, one of the most famous bartones | Addvo alle m: 
of the modern operatic stage, was born in Venice, and Be 
early lite played the ‘cello at Le Scale Young Campanan | 
was ambmous, however, and wored to improve bus | 
eaturally good voice at every opportunity. In 1664 he was 
by the Boston Symphony Orchestra, and aber 
in America took up vocal studies ip earnest, 
aking his first appearance as a snger mm 1890, at 2 concert 
wader the direchon of Welter Damrosch. A season with 
Hannch's Philadelphia Opera Company brought him to the 
attention of Mr. Abbey, and he was promptly engaged for 
the Metropolitan, where he remained for many years he 
eF vecord of the lavonte Toresdor Song he has made tor 
the Victor exhibits well his splendid wowe, wntelhgent ene 
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helen necagni 88086 
Nest dour, ilestbon (HeisKind.HeisGood) Massenet 66130 
wath Metropolitan Ope ra Chores de Lisle 88570 
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swer nqissh oster 
Brilent Bird) Flute obbligate Dawid 
obligate Gounod 
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Mascagn 
nec agen 
In French Adam 


ord, Oh Judge. 
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‘or All Erernaty) jazzon) Mascheron: 
MEAT Hail, Thou Dwelling!) In French Gounod 
( Spire aS tt So Ease) , in , Donisers br) 
er werwe & Shining indow ‘Neapolitan - 
phramng end enunciaben UAMPANARL lah O Reilly-Geehl 
del Deer Owe chew i angel (Thou Hi ly On 6020; 
CAMPANARI RECORDS (Seng é Mtelten) Ne Sine ad Foren del Destine Ome cecch vaaht (Those Dr ay a 
—Cansone del Toreador ( Torwader Song) Bines 05073 12 83.00) Copname—Studenti. udite (Students, enee!) Francheri 67053 
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